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“We're shut up. Go away!”

Thus John Wylie, grufl, almoit vi-
vlous, he who hud never In his life
befare spoken an unkind word or re-
fused a favor or a kindness 1o hu-
mian or antmal.

There was some excuse, John was
at the end of his rope—financlally;
phygically and mentally, Life had
gone hard with kim, He had finished
all but one year at 2 medical college
when the bank falled in which he had
deposilad the means of finishing his
ovllege course and u surplus Lo foat
him into practice in 4 modest but re-
speciable way.

Hé knew considerable of therapei-
Ues, however, and he qualified as a
preseription clerk and secured a very
gond position In a downtown drug
store.  He serimped and aaved, for he
had an ambition to be his own mas-
ter. The chance came. He saw the
pdvertisement of o drugelst foresd to
gull out “on account of I health™
Johin locked grewsome as he viewed
the locality. The store was located
in a wretchedly poor tenement dis-
Lrjct. His plausible predecessor
painted a glowing picture of lots of
glcknasy, therefore o stendy demand
Tor remedles

“Of course, it's a dime at a time"
he observed, “"but there's a steady
siream of them,"

So John beeame a proprietor. Busi-
a#ss was quile “steady,” Indeed, but
at the end of the month he looked
solvmn and dublous, The volume of
business had npot been so bad, but
hall of It was on a credil basks. John,
anused 1o the wiles of human nature,
wai easily played upon. All kinds of
promises and excuses lad him Into
the trip, ‘Then, tob, there were for-
sible calls on bis sympathy from peo-
ple who could never pany. His sym-
pathetie heénrt went out to (hese
Who could refuse health, possibly

life, to a penniless mothr or a dying
child? .

it was now the end of six months
and john had balanced, or mather un-
balunced his books. The result was
appalling.  His stock had dwindled to
one-goarter of pormal and ke had
neither the cash nor credit to replen-
ish it. He was loo honest to sell out -
to a dupe,

“What's Jeft will barely pay what
1 owe' he groaned dismally. “Tve
got to cloge up shop.”

Sc, at § o'clock that evening he
turned off all the lights, crawled into

o

“The Murdering Villain!"
his clean but dreary bed under the,

counter and lay there, miserably go-
ing over the wretchednens of his tan-
gled business affairs and aesing no
way out

Tap-tap-tap!

John buried his hend i the bed-
clothes, resolved to he impervious to ™
intrusion, no matier what the motive.

Tap-tap-tzp! patient but nsistent.
Johin was obdurate. Then he became
angry. The summons continued
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